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Shane Powell is an environmental studies and journalism major. Upon 
graduating from Huxley College in spring, he plans to spend a year teaching 
English in Thailand. Shane is an aspiring muckraking journalist, a meticulous 
Virgo and a devout cat lover.
Amy Codispoti is an English major and a theatre minor, and is the second 
biggest U2 fan in Bellingham. After graduation, Amy hopes to stay in 
Whatcom County, her personal paradise. Whenever she has the chance, 
she is outside hiking and enjoying the rugged beauty of the area. Someday, 
she hopes to live on Samish Island and write a novel, or at least die trying.
Christ! Croft is a public relations major and hopes someday to tell 
everyone what to do at a respectable PR organization somewhere in 
Baltimore. Besides admiring her roommate's George Forman's Lean Mean 
Fat-Reducing Grilling Machine, Christi likes to eat miniature, multi-colored 
marshmallows and Cookie Crisp dry.
Craig Yantis is a senior majoring in journalism with a minor in geology. 
This is his first contribution to Klipsun, and he has been published before in 
The Western Front. Craig, who raced motocross while attending high school 
and community college, is drawn to racing action of many kinds.
Nathalie Oravetz will finally graduate this year with a journalism degree. 
This is her first article in Klipsun. She loves Lucky Charms, pink-frosting 
cookies and chocolate milk. She hates banana-flavored Runts.
Dave Baggenstos is a graduate student in the Psychology Department. 
This is his first Klipsun article. He is intensely curious about people living 
unusual lives. He is also interested in the kind of people who purchase 
George Foreman's Lean Mean Fat-Reducing Grilling Machine. Dave also 
listens to Miles Davis and John Coltrane in his spare time.
Laura Query is a junior majoring in public relations and minoring in 
political science. When she is not serving as a residential adviser in Mathes 
Hall, she is jogging or watching "The Tom Green Show" and eating Quaker 
granola bars. This is her first contribution to Klipsun and she has previously 
been published in The Western Front.
Jen Webber is a senior public relations major with a concentration in 
English. She hopes to get into sports PR. This is her first Klipsun article. 
Jen enjoys playing a variety of sports and listening to The Dave Matthews 
Band. Next fall she heads to Europe to work and explore.
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Bellingham’s Dharma Hall, 
those seeking enlightenment




explores the quest to quiet ^<the 
mind through traditional Buddhist 
meditation. Photos by Shane Powell.
When the attention bell rings, fe pitch roils in long reverberating wove^Jf^rc^gfra oncf 
silent hall. The waves eventually fade, but the tone continues to resonate in the ears and minds of th^Spom's 
nine perfectly-poised inhabitants. The sound has called forth open eyes, a slow rise from blacfepillowj^d^ the 
bare shuffling feet of a standing circle. Then in slow, deliberate motions, with only the obscure grd^.of hardv\ADod 
floors beneath, the circle rotates clockwise.
The circle's progression and its participants are part of a practice that has taken place for more than six years 
on the third floor of an office building in downtown Bellingham. Home to four lineages of traditional Buddhist med­
itation, the Bellingham Dharma Hall is a continuous site of solo meditation and 2,500-year-old Buddhist practice.
HoweveT'ftWp^tit& within the hall are not the primordial Buddhist monks and nuns of Nepal or Tibet. They are
1 _.. ,
Western students, fornheta mothers — familiar people.
-iThis type of place is often thought o^^^ only being for exotic or special people, but meditation is a universal 
and natural human activity," says Tim Burnett a computer programmer and senior student of Soto Zen — a 
Buddhist tradition emphasizing self-inquiry.
The people who step through the hall's door come for varying reasons. Some say its walls are tike the embrac­
ing arms of a mother, a place to seek refuge from life's traumas and uncertainties, confusion or depression. Others 
are pulled through the door in a karma-induced search for meaning.
"I think most people come because on some level they are unsatisfied," Burnett says. "They come to see if they 
can settle their heart or just reside more comfortably in life."
On Thursday evenings, Burnett can be found at the end of the Dharma Hall beside a candle-tit, stone Buddha 
—- one leg folded under the other. His bare feet stick out of loose jeans, and his hands rest loosely in a rakasu — 
a cloth bib symbolic of a full Buddhist robe. The rakasu is the first tangible indication of Burnett's ongoing work 
toward becoming a Zen priest — a journey he says he has been on for both three years and his entire life. The 
final ordination will signify his recognized status as a Zen teacher, which, in turn, means a lifetime commitment of
I
■V'K.
"In Amefica, the priest could be called an 
‘enlightenment worker/" Burnett says. "It's like hanging out at 
(nirvana's) door and helping other people in."
His Thursday-night practice is steeped in the rich scent of sandalwood incense. Only the 
intermittent muffled sounds from the street below make their way inside. The stillness is heavy, as if some­
one had knit the air into the fabric of the moment, threading the hall in a blanket of silence,
Zen walking meditation continues for two circles, then a sharp clap of two wooden blocks commands attention 
— silence severed for a pointed moment — and the walkers return to their pillows. They bow, hands aligned in the 
Buddha's direction, and resume sitting.
Dove Toll, a practitioner in the Vipassana or "insight meditation" tradition, speaks in a hush as she explains the 
dynamics and importance of rhythm in walking meditation.
"It really shouldn't be called 'walking' because you're not going anywhere," Toll suggests. ’The focus is on the sen­
sation of stepping, each foot touching the ground and quieting the mind at the same time."
Toll leads a Tuesday-evening meditation once a month at the Dharma Hall. Her group will meditate, or as it is 
more often called "sit," for 45 minutes, and then perform walking meditation for another 15 — back and forth in paral­
lel lines rather than circles. With a noticeable awareness in each step, the walkers emit a calm, but vigilant energy.
like hikers crossing a stream on well-placed rocks.
Toll thinks for o quiet moment before describing the process of meditation.
"It is o way to stop, look at, and then silence the mind," Toll soys, in o single soft 
breath. "It's o way to interrupt your racing thoughts and train the mind to obey you."
Each of the hall's traditions include sitting and walking meditation in their practices. 
The Vipassana, Tibetan and Zen traditions involve performing repetitious chants, or 
"mantras," and the Zen practice ends with three prostrations, where participants drop to 
their knees, and then unfoid face-down with paims up and fingers spiayed in submission.
Travis Eiva, a Dharma Hall member and anthropology graduate student at Western, 
took a 10-day vow of silence during a Buddhist meditation retreat last summer.
"We sat for 11 hours a day," Eiva recalls with a laugh, knowing how absurd his state­
ment sounds. He says they were taught to focus on the tips of their noses and observe 
their breath. "It creates a feeling that spreads and intensifies from your nose to the rest of 
your body. It's really pretty amazing," he adds.
Eiva was raised Catholic, but says he discovered Buddhism in high school. Three 
years ago, he began practicing a Taoist style of meditation in motion called Tai Chi. Last November, he joined the Dharma Hall, and now 
attends the Mindfulness tradition on Wednesday evenings.
Eiva says meditation is an unexplainable personal experience — "a way to understand and a way to live." The Dharma Hali, he says, 
helps this experience by creating a common community of people with many of the same goals.
Paul Warwick is one of those people. He is one of the hall's original founders and the Monday-night teacher of the Shambhala Center, 
the hall's Tibetan Buddhist tradition.
He describes his practice as a method of taming the mind, a way to cultivate mindfulness and awareness. These qualities, he says, are 
important, because they allow you to become comfortable enough with yourself that you can turn your attention toward other people 
and away from the consuming confusion of your own mind.
Warwick, who has been a meditation instructor since 1980, dresses in corduroys, a modest brown overcoat, glasses and an inviting 
smile; his hands rest palms down over crossed legs. With a toll of the bell, his students assume similar positions. They gather in a semi­
circle around a wooden Buddha, draped in a white cloth and accompanied by a vase of dried flowers. The bell's echoes wane.
And silence, again, quilts the room.
Warwick calls the Dharma Hall a Buddhist cooperative, in recognition of the people who are paying members. By tradition, 
Buddhist teachings are always offered for free, so payment is not required for use of the hall. However, the space is rented and 
maintained by membership donations, usually ranging from $10 to $20 a month.
"The price is certainly cheap," says Warwick, "but pursuing (the Buddhist) path (also) means paying with your life; you have to 
surrender to it."
He adds that most people are not ready to go quite so far, that it takes a serious commitment. And maybe his statement 
accounts for the members who make monthly donations, but never attend the hall. Warwick explains that most of these peo­
ple, despite not showing up, simply recognize the need for a place like the Dharma Hail in their community.
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Dharma Hall activities revolve around 




Although today the Beltingham 
Dharma Hal! is well-funded by its mem 
bers' donations. Warwick recounts the 
uncertainty of its creation in November 
1993,
"We began meeting once a week at the 
Old Fountain Bakery," Warwick recalls. "We 
would percolate ideas over coffee even though 
we hod no finances to carry any of them out, 1 
guess we were hoping someone would Just give us a 
space." ^
Eventually, he says, they ran Into a man who, ironF 
cally, had been to a wild dance in the hall's present loca­
tion and had noticed the space was tor rent,
"With high ceilings and hardwood floors, it was perfect,"
Warwick says.
Like the students who sit quietly within Its walls, t 
Bellingham Dharma Hall has grown in Its six years of existen 
Membership has increased from three or four In each gr 
beginning to 10 to 20 today, depending on the night,
"It has been effortlessly successful" Warwick says, adding that the 
groups' practices have deepened and matured with time. But the 
growth In both membership and maturity, he ciaims, must happen.
"Large countries like China and India are crushing Buddhism out. N^^nrhds to establish its roots in 
the West and this is only the end of the first generation," he says, referring to China's intolerance of 
eliglon and the rise of Islam and Hinduism In India.
Although It lacks the temples or deep spiritual history of Asia, Bellingham and its Dharma Hall plays a role 
in keeping Buddhist tradition alive. Every week the echoing attention bell continues to open eyes and bring 
sitting people to their feet. And although the students only proceed in methodical circles, Warwick says the 
spiritual poth is like leaving town — and the teachers at the Dharma Hall are the guides,
"First you leove the buildings and the chaos; then the stop lights are replaced with stop signs. Eventually it's only 
you and the country road and the forest... and finally Just endless mountains.
fAe'm a^iey mwbfmM l/i
f/i fM fAeU me /mm/MM A/Wm^ m a/wf^ ^pe/iA el/l/A rm/mil aJie^ lAe^
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Bussing from the Pacific to the Atlantic, Deb 
Pitts converses with everyday people and finds 
out how interesting life on the road can be. 
Amy Codispoti takes a window seat and 
explores the life of a professional traveler.
Deb Pitts looks over 
past issues of 
Greyhound’s newsletter, 
Greyhound Today. Photo 
by Chris Fuller.
simple magnet on Deb Pitts' 
refrigerator reads in an elegant 
script font: "I am not the same having 
seen the moon shine on the other side 
of the world."
"It's true," Pitts soys with 
o iittle mischievous twinkle 
in her pole-biue eyes.
Pitts lives with her part­
ner, Bernie Johnson, in o 
house overiooking the 
Gages Siough in Buriington. 
Mozart piano music quietly 
filters from the cluttered liv­
ing room into the sunny 
kitchen where Pitts' parakeet combotiveiy 
squawks from his cage in sharp, accusing tones. 
A close survey of Pitts' refrigerator provides 
evidence to bock up her cioim of traveling 47 of 
the iower 48 states by Greyhound. Pitts has yet to 
visit Maine. The entire right ponei of the refrigerator 
boasts magnets. One of them is from the UFO & 
Research Center in Rosweli, N.M., where Pitts cioims to 
hove hod her picture token with on alien. Another 
_____  magnet from Wyoming reads: "Buy o Bear o Beer Day"
r
and shows on omiobie beor-ond-mon duo drinking
together. She has one of o Chattanooga Choo-Choo 
train, and of course, o Greyhound bus magnet which 
resides high above oii the others.
in gray leggings and on oversized T-shirt, Pitts stands in 
her kitchen rolling dough for sugar cookies she is later going 
to take to her grandmother's nursing home staff. Her shoul- 
W der length hair frames her face in flaxen waves; it gently
I sways os she rocks bock and forth on the dough with the
' rolling pin.
In March 1996, at age 43, Pitts graduated from Western 
with o degree in journalism, 16 years to the month offer starting. 
Before graduation, Pitts applied to The Skagit Valley Herald and 
got hired. While working at the newspaper, Pitts wrote mainly 
hard news including stories covering council meetings. She was 
also assigned o weekly column called "Your Stories."
"They gave me the assignment because nobody else was 
especially keen on it at the time," Pitts explains with o sarcastic lilt to 
her voice os she uses o gloss to cut circles into the dough.
"What you hod to do was pick someone randomly out of the 
phone book, coll them up and ask them if they'd be willing to be inter­
viewed, and then write up o story on them," Pitts explains, with o quizzi­
cal look that suggests anyone who didn't wont the assignment was 
ludicrous.
This quirky assignment happened to fit Pitts excellently. In fact, it 
turned out to be the only port of her job she felt passionate about.
Passengers bound for Seattle 
Photo by Daniel J. Peters.
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await boarding at the Mount Vernon Greyhound depot.
Although she kept trying to take people's advice and get used to hard- 
news writing, she couldn't bear to do it.
"One day something clicked," Pitts recalls exuberantly. "I thought 'I 
don't want to get used to this!' I learned that I didn't want to be a jour­
nalist but a writer."
A smile slowly forms on her lips as she sets the cookies on a pan, 
one by one, and places them in the warm oven.
"Feature writing is my strength," she says, her smiie lighting up her 
delicate features.
Pitts gave her two-week notice to The Skagit Valiey Herald. 
Before settling down with another fuil-time job, she felt she need­
ed to satisfy her wanderlust and plan a 30-day Greyhound trip 
across the United States. Curiosity and an unquenchable love 
for writing inspired her to write the CEO of Greyhound and 
inquire if he would be interested in hiring her as a writer for their 
magazine.
Because she was not applying for a job but creating one,
Pitts did not want to write a "normal" proposal letter. Instead, 
she created a magazine-like folder in which to send her 
resume and previously printed work. To do this, Pitts tra­
versed down to the Whatcom Museum in search of an old 
black-and-white Greyhound picture.
The photo she found was from the eariy 1950s during 
the Korean War Effort and shows a line of men in long 
coats and woolen caps solemnly boarding a bus.
"I put it all together on my old Mac Classic, that old 
dinosaur! I had the photo half-toned, put in on 11x17 
paper and wrote the letter to the CEO on the inside,"
Pitts describes as she pulls out a copy of the glossy 
folder.
Pitts sent numerous clips, severai from the "Your 
Stories" column, along with her resume. She 
described her plans to take the bus for 30 days, 
and made suggestions about how her writings 
could benefit the Greyhound Corporation.
"I decorated the enveiope," Pitts says con- 
spiratorially. "I put Irish smiley faces and picture 
frame corners on it and wrote 'Personal' in big 
letters because I knew the secretary would 
get it if I didn't, and it would probably never 
get to the CEO. But, it got to him!"
Two weeks later, Pitts received a tele­
phone call that would shape her career.
Her resume had been sent to the vice 
president of corporate communications, 
and he feil in love with Pitts' "Your 
Stories" clips.
"He toid me that if I could call some­
body at random and get a story out of
Deb Pitts reminisces with ticket agent Mary Lemings at the Mount Vernon Greyhound station. 
Pitts has gotten to know Lemings through her frequent travel. Photo by Chris Fuller.
them that I could do anything for Greyhound," Pitts says whiie reclining 
momentarily on her off-white sofa.
"That's the irony of it. The project that nobody wanted got me the job 
that everybody wantsl" she happiiy concludes.
"Deb's a pretty bold person," comments her partner Bernie 
Johnson with a chuckle. "She doesn't like to admit It but she's very 
self confident and forward. She reaily goes after what she wants 
persistently. She's just got that kind of personality."
After the phone call, Pitts received a free 30-day Ameripass 
with the only requirement being she had to go through Dallas 
and meet the president and vice president of Greyhound.
"I went to Greyhound headquarters, and they put me up 
in a brand-new, posh hotel, and I got to meet all the man­
agement guys at Greyhound. It was a bit overwhelming ... 
I felt like Dorothy in Oz," Pitts says while giggling.
When Pitts got home from her 30-day, 35-state trip, 
she wrote three stories about her travels and the peo­
ple she met. Greyhound bought them all.
"Two months later, they offered me a year-long 
contract with them," Pitts says while rising to get her 
sugar cookies out of the oven.
It was decided that Pitts would work In tan­
dem with the publication manager, and togeth­
er, they would determine where Pitts would 
travel. Then, once a month, after much delib­
eration and pianning, she wouid receive air­
plane tickets to somewhere In the country 
and embark on her journeys.
"What I do Is interview people I sit next 
to," Pitts expiains, "I don't hand-pick my 
subjects."
The stories that result are similar to 
the "Your Stories" coiumn; she simply 
strikes up a conversation with the 
person and watches a story
‘T like to write about 
who the person is, not 
just as a bus-rider, but 
otherwise.’ ’—Deb Pitts
emerge. According to Pitts, every­
one has a story that can be told 
about them. Her job Is to discover 
that story and re-tell it.
"I like to write about who the per­
son is, not just as a bus-rider, but other­
wise. What got them on the bus? Where 
are they going, and why? I am a reai siice- 
of-life person. I am fascinated 
by real, everyday people's 
stories," Pitts expiains, her 
biond head candidly cocked 
to the left.
Of course, some stories 
stick out in her memory more 
than others, and even Pitts' 
enthusiasm for humanity as a whole cannot disguise 
the fact that she has a favorite story.
"There was this Hispanic gentieman with two chil­
dren, a son and a daughter, who spoke in broken 
English. He had three cinnamon rolls, and he gave one to 
his daughter and one to his son. His last one, he offered 
me. I thanked him, but said no. A littie while after talking 
for a bit, he offered it to me again, and I said no thank you, 
again. I remember thinking that this gesture was quite kind ... 
but little did I know how kind it really was."
Eventually, Pitts asked him where he and his children were 
going, and he replied that they were going back to Los Angeies. 
Through the course of conversation, he told Pitts that a mere three 
weeks ago, his wife died from bone cancer; he took off time from 
working at the garbage-can factory, and the threesome went to 
Guadaiajara to grieve with his family. They were just now returning 
home; just beginning a life without the one they loved.
After hearing this heartbreaking story, Pitts was touched that this 
kind, yet hurting man was "still so generous as to offer me, a stranger, his
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I last bit of food." Pitts' eyes ore distant as she ponders this experience.
"We are such a fearful society. Some people are just so afraid and 
I paranoid of others. But I have seen and met wonderful people on 
Greyhound — people who help handicapped people — strangers,
I grandmothers who at rest stops buy cookies and hand them out to I all the children on the bus. I have sat next to people and just cried 
I with them and talked with them," Pitts says rather solemnly while 
I toying with a loose strand of hair.
I "I admire Deb's genuine interest in others," reflects Johnson.
I "Deb is very positive and sincere, and she has the knack for get­
ting to know someone real quick. Deb's someone who after 
talking with a person for five minutes knows their entire life story 
... people just open up to her."
To Pitts, one of the biggest miracles in life is kindness and 
the power it evokes.
"Through one act of kindness," she says, "we have the 
opportunity to touch many, many lives."
Some of the kindest people she has met have been 
in what she describes as little, backwater towns.
"They are the towns time forgot; very Americana, 
very Norman Rockwell," Pitts says while preparing a 
new pan of cookies.
In such towns, travelers may purchase Greyhound 
tickets in unlikely places.
"In small towns across the U.S. you can find 
Greyhound agencies in bookstores, shoe stores, 
restaurants and even doughnut shops," Pitts 
says while wiping some flour from her hands 
with a dishtowel.
The funniest agency location was in 
Kearney, Neb., where a man ran a barber­
shop, sold headstones and sold Greyhound 
tickets all under the same roof.
"It's ma and pa businesses like these 
that keep America what it is," she says. 
Pitts has aiso come face to face with 
what she awards the "kindest town in 
the USA." The kindness of the folks in 
North Platte, Neb. shone through one 
gentleman in particular.
A UFO fronn Roswell, N.M. 
and a saxophone-playing 
jazzman from New Orleans, 
La. are just two of the 
many souvenir magnets 
that adorn Pitts’ refrigera­
tor. Photos by Chris Fuller.
Pitts' bus stopped at a small store 
in this town, and she entered the 
store asking the man behind the 
counter if there was a nearby restau­
rant where she might find some home- 
cooked food. He replied that yes there 
was, eight biocks away. Due to the thick 
darkness outside, Pitts inquired whether or 
not it was safe to walk that distance alone.
"Yes," the man answered, "But, if you are 
worried about it, you can take my car!"
Pitts chuckies at the memory.
"He literally was going to let me, a stranger, 
use his car!" she says, laughing.
One of the most important lessons Pitts says she's 
learned from her travels is how to not be vain, and 
how to not judge others based on external appear­
ances.
"You learn how to read the book and forget about 
the cover, if you know what I mean," she explains enthu­
siastically. "The cover's just not that important!
"I started out with Greyhound iooking really sophisti­
cated and classy. By the end of the year, I looked like a total 
biker chick. But no one looked at me any differently; no one 
I met on Greyhound judged me for looking kind of siobbish,"
Pitts says with a laugh.
The laugh fades into a contented sigh, a sigh that suggests 
deep thought and contemplation. After a moment of silence,
Pitts shares her thoughts.
"You know, if you think the world is cynical and scary, get on a 
bus at one coast, and ride it to the other coast with an open mind, 
and you will be surprised at how good the world really is. There are a 
lot of people out there who will love you and help you," she says with 
conviction.
i
In a world dominated by big business and inflated pricing, Christi Croft 
discovers a cafe that sacrifices maximizing profit to reap the rewards of 
helping others. Photos by Erin Fredrichs.
It's 6 a.m. on a crisp, Friday morning. Sitting in 30-degree weather, whiskered and tired, on the frosted concrete at 
Third and Yesier in Seattie, his ragged, dusty cowboy hat telis the taies of his best and worst days. His torn, wooi 
gioves are hardly keeping his fingers warm. His change jar holds just two pennies and one nickel. As busy people 
dressed in three-piece suits and rayon skirts walk by in complete oblivion, he keeps his head hung low and quietly 
asks for a few spare pennies in hopes of getting a decent meal in a warm place. Thanks to some caring people like 
Jill Curtis and Michael Campbell, among others, that decent meal doesn't seem so far away.
Before the sun rises from its slumber, Boomtown Cafe, Washington's first nonprofit restaurant of its kind, is already 
open for business. Quietly nestled across the street from the King County Courthouse, Boomtown provides breakfast 
at $1.25 and lunch for $1.75 to all people, but is especially targeted to the homeless and those with low income.
According to Curtis, associate director of Boomtown Cafe, that same man sitting on the ground in the torn clothing 
and worn shoes has a heart like anyone else.
"A lot of people feel threatened by homeless people. These homeless people are the same ones that come in, sit 
down and end up being really nice. They are just people like the rest of us," Curtis says.
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The cafe is engulfed with the smeil of french toast and sausage that immediately envelops and clears cold, 
stuffed-up nostrils. The 55-seat establishment, which is always jam packed, is surrounded by the faint clinking of 
silverware on porcelain and loud conversation by all types of people with varying incomes. To the left sit two middle- 
class ladies engaged in conversation about a business meeting scheduled for later that day. In the booth adjacent 
to them sit two older men, one with missing teeth, the other with dusty black hair, both with their heads hanging low, 
quietly looking at their dim reflection in their coffee mugs. The workers in the kitchen are cooking and smiling while 
singing to Jimmy Buffet's classic, "Margaritaville."
Various forms of artwork made by homeless people, some of which are for sale, hang above each of the tables 
on the pastel peach and yellow walls. One of the pieces, "Combat of Love," a picture of two faces drenched in 
color, facing one another with the determination of love, sells for $200. For this particular painting the money goes to 
any domestic violence organization of the artist's choice.
Straight ahead sits Michael Campbell, former chef and one of the four co-founders of Boomtown, who serves as 
president of the cafe's Board of Directors and works for the YWCA as director of community jobs and homeless 
employment programs. Campbell's lips form a warm smile between his brown mustache and beard. His dark hair is 
pulled back in a pony tail, as he quietly sits in the corner drinking his peppermint tea. Having lived most of his life in 
the humid state of Alabama, he doesn't mind sporting khaki shorts in below-freezing weather, along with a purple 
and white stitched sweater and matching scarf. With a firm handshake and an inviting tone, Campbell begins to 
explain how Boomtown came to be.
Campbell first encountered the food business os o line server while 
attending Auburn University. After working os o cook for o couple of 
restaurants, Campbell knew he wanted to make the food business his 
career. He traveled to New York to attend the Culinary Institute of 
America. After completing the two-year program there, Campbell went 
back to Birmingham, Ala. to work as an executive chef at a country 
club. He also worked as an executive chef, and later as director of 
operations, at an Alabama food service management company.
It was the unique geography and the people that Campbell noted 
while visiting a friend that prompted him to move to Seattle.
"I liked the fact I could get from 2,500 feet in the mountains down to 
sea level in a couple of hours. I also liked the people I met and the raw 
atmosphere of the place," Campbell says while rubbing his beard gently 
with his fingers.
Campbell had many motivations that fueled the Boomtown idea.
One major influence was the chance to work for a nonprofit program 
aimed at feeding the homeless called Common Meals, now called 
FareStart. After working with many organizations and running a pilot project 
called Meals of Fortune, which targeted feeding women and children, 
Campbell, along with three partners, opened Boomtown on Dec. 28, 
1999, after five years of planning.
Many organizations, including VISTA (Volunteers In Service To 
America), helped support the cafe by placing volunteers such as Curtis 
two and a half years ago.
Campbell says he was also influenced by working in the restaurant 
field for so long and realizing that most franchises were all about maximizing 
profit. Boomtown gives him a chance to look at and recognize the people
"Almost all of the folks I have talked to are looking to move forward in 
their lives. Folks that are homeless are not always homeless because 
they want to be," he says.
Boomtown has approximately seven employees with a mixture of full-time 
and part-time to volunteer workers, Boomtown also has a barter meal 
program in which homeless people who cannot afford their meals can 
work for minimum wage to earn food credits. One meal is equal to 15 
minutes of work. Odd jobs include cleaning the bathroom, bussing 
tables and washing dishes.
"We recognized that it was important for people to hold on to their 
dignity. We didn't just want to do a free meal. We wanted people to 
come in and feel like they were getting a meal but they were doing it 
through an honest exchange," Campbell says while adding that the 
Boomtown idea came from a similar program in Oregon called Sisters of 
the Road.
Calvin Thomas is one of Boomtown's barter workers.
"I like the atmosphere and the service. They treat you with hospitality 
and you get wonderful food at the same time," he says as he takes a 
big bite out of his cheese-covered Denver omelet, one of Boomtown's 
three breakfast selections,
Thomas has been in Seattle for 15 years. After growing up in Chicago, 
he decided to come to the Emerald City after seeing a San Francisco 
bus advertisement for a special to Seattle for $49. Thomas lives in the 
vacant space above Boomtown where many other homeless people 
stay.
Thomas excitedly pulls a piece of yellow, crinkled paper with a name
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Patrons at the nonprofit Boonntown Cafe in Seattle enjoy breakfast and lunch at a reasonable price.
the process of contacting someone to help him with his resume. He 
hopes to get a job with Seattle Public Parks and Recreation.
As customers walk in, they go up to the register, order one of the 
three menu selections written on the chalkboard, pay cash, take a number 
and sit down at any table. The server brings the food and drinks out for 
the guest. Here, breakfast is not a soggy bowl of Grape Nuts and some 
stale, two-day old coffee at Boomtown. Instead, a cheese omelet 
stuffed with vegetables with a side of sizzling sausage or bacon is the 
norm. Lunch is not a condensed can of chicken-noodle soup. It is a full 
plate of home-style lasagna or freshly-made sandwiches. Although the 
cafe only accepts cash at this point, a food stamp system is planned for 
the future.
Despite the cafe's success, Campbell never loses focus of the fact 
that many people are involved in the creation and success of Boomtown.
"I am not Boomtown. Boomtown is the people who come in, sit 
down, and eat the food. Boomtown is the barters, the volunteers and 
the workers. If it wasn't for each and every person, Boomtown wouldn't 
exist," Campbell says.
Campbell says Boomtown is just like any other restaurant when it 
comes to complaints about the service or food.
"If someone comes forward with a complaint, it is given full weight, 
just as it would be if you were sitting in the Flying Fish, which is one of the 
upscale restaurants in Belltown. If something goes wrong with your meal 
you should have every right to complain. That is the expectation here," 
he says.
Campbell and Curtis explain that everyone is welcome at 
Boomtown, whether a wealthy executive or a struggling college student.
"Because we are located near a law firm, people always ask, 'Is Joe 
Blow lawyer from across the street abusing his rights by coming in here?'
I say no," Curtis says. "We want to create a very dignified environment. 
We are open to everyone."
While some people might find it disturbing to be in the same environment 
as a homeless person, Lonny Spath, a former clerical worker for the state, 
does not mind at all.
"I don't find it uncomfortable at all. It's a community. Anyone is welcome 
and that is what's great about it," Spath says.
It's that sense of community, along with the book, "The Grapes of 
Wrath," that inspired the cafe's name.
"When a town is booming, there is a sense of prosperity, but the reality 
is the boom is built on the folks who are at the bottom of the economic 
ladder," Campbell says just as Marlin Poplous, a barter worker for 
Boomtown, walks by the table with a bounce in his step and shouts 
ecstatically, "Hey Mike!"
Campbell, while popping a cough drop in his mouth, smiles and 
replies in his calm, cough-ridden voice, "Hey, how's it going. Marlin?"
To Campbell and all other workers at Boomtown, this is the type of 
treatment everyone receives. Instead of looking at the unfortunate ones 
through the windows in disgust, the people at Boomtown open their 
doors to embrace them.
The hours pass by on this cold Friday, and the whiskered man is no 
longer visible outside of the cafe asking for change. He is inside. With his 
torn hat by his side and wool gloves placed neatly on his lap, he sits at 
the third table to the left, eating a warm bowl of Boomtown's Pioneer 
Square Porridge.
klipsun016.017
Participants start their engines, buckle up, and put the 
pedal to the metal. Craig Yantis takes the driver’s 
seat and shares the inside track of go-kart racing. 
Photos by Erin Fredrichs.
The loud putter of four-stroke engines echo inside the 
walls of a warehouse. The sound of tires squealing 
along a smooth concrete floor makes neck hairs rise. 
Drivers calling themselves "Ice," "Mad Dogg," 
"Yellow Flag" and "Slick" battle on a winding, nine-turn, 
indoor go-kart course. Computers monitor lap times 
and standings, while drivers reach speeds near 30 
mph in head-to-head competition.
Experienced racers smoothly split the turns on the 
course at Karttrak Indoor Raceway in Mount Vernon, 
bringing the kart within inches of the wall in one turn 
and quickly sweeping outside to preserve speed. 
Tires squealing, a driver presses his foot to the brake 
pedal, and the kart pivots around a tighter turn. The 
driver siides his foot off the break, and he picks up 
speed down a iong straight stretch.
Novices reveal their inexperience in the first few 
laps of a race. One driver gets anxious for a tight corner 
and turns too soon. The kart bounces off the wall on 
the side of the course. The wall, made of Goodyear
"It's intense out there. It's just fun, a whole lot of fun," soys 
Mike Neal, who brought his son Brady out for a day of racing in 
Mount Vernon. "You get mesmerized, always want to get ahead 
of the next guy."
Joe Johns also brought his kids out to race at Karttrak Indoor 
Raceway. His son Tim thanked him by forcing him into a wall, 
where his tires rode up to the top and he aimost flipped over. 
After the race, both wore smiies, showing no bad blood had 
developed between them.
"I think this is one of those activities that you can get over­
confident with," Johns says with an intuitive grin while preparing 
to leave.
Many drivers are hooked after their first race and say they 
plan to spend more time on the track.
Aaron Ramm, a manager at SyKart Indoor Racing Center in 
Tukwila, says he spent a iot of time at indoor go-kart racing 
before accepting a fuil-time job with the company.
from Korea to Brazil where they were too poor to afford a car. Instead, 
Hong and his family drove around a go-kart made from a two-stroke 
chain saw engine.
"Today, video games are almost like the real thing," Hong says, comparing 
his experiences go-karting with one of today's common childhood 
pastimes. "The only thing today's video games don't give you is sweat. 
You don't get tired. But here, you get exhausted."
Hong, once in charge of the operation of crews on tugboat, barge 
and freight vesseis, additionally explains the possibie benefits of go-kart 
racing for businesses. Getting co-workers to kiiow each other through 
recreational activities, he says, becomes beneficial to problem-solving 
skills in the workplace.
"I would always try to get the sailors to get together in some kind of 
way where we could try to improve communication," Hong says. 
"Sailors may sail in a small ship for as long as five to 10 years together, 
but they don't talk to each other.
"In the event that some crisis happens on a vessel where they need
intense oui teere... you get mesmerized, 
always want to get ahead of the next guy**
"It was really to the point that it was so addicting, so much 
fun that I wouid do four races a night," Ramm says. "And that's 
$60. I was thinking, what biils do I have to pay and how much 
macaroni and cheese are we going to have to eat to keep racing?"
Ramm says a lot of SyKart Indoor Racing Center's business 
comes from off-season racecar drivers.
"A lot of professional drivers will come in here because they 
can use the track, and it actuaily keeps them in shape," Ramm 
says. "Even though the kart is scaled down, it really keeps their 
reflexes sharp."
Although many experienced drivers utilize the track, Ramm 
says most of the SyKart customers are driving a go-kart for the 
first time. In fact, Yun S. Hong, the owner of the facility, plans to 
start a go-kart driving school for kids younger than 11.
After retiring from his career with Crowley Maritime 
Corporation, Hong wants to create a recreational facility where 
anyone from a group of business executives to a bunch of kids 
can have fun and learn valuable lessons.
Customers of all ages gather in his waiting room, sporting 
navy-blue driving suits and black, full-faced helmets as they wait 
for the end of the current race. Hong walks through the crowd 
with a cell phone in hand, wearing a magenta suit and a 
conservative yet coiorful tie.
Hong's childhood memories triggered the idea of building a 
go-kart track. When he was a youngster his family immigrated
to pull it together, work together, it becomes an issue," 
Hong says. "There's always finger pointing. 'Oh, the first 
mate screwed up, the captain screwed up.'"
Hong tried getting his crews together with picnics, at 
bars and in hotei conference rooms in an effort to 
improve worker relationships and communication.
"I found that when I taiked about getting together at 
a race track, everybody's ears perked up," Hong says. 
"Obviousiy, sailors don't want to go boating or white- 
water rafting when they come home, they want to do 
some kind of land activity. I thought this would be an 
ideal way for them to get together."
At Karttrak Indoor Raceway in Mount Vernon, a 
group of quality auditors from PACCAR Technological 
Center, a company that builds Kenworth and Peterbilt 
trucks, gathers and waits while the track clears after the 
end of a race. The gentlemen are seeking a iittie inner- 
company competition while In town for a conference.
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Track workers split the group up into two races. One man 
from the group hands the others nicknames written on o piece 
of paper: "Crash," "Frenchy," "Cowboy," "Bullseye," "Stroker" 
and "Speedy." The gentlemen take their seats in the karts, 
which are paired side-by-side and lined up at the start.
Track worker Jake Martin walks by to check the drivers' helmets 
and pulls the starter cord on each kart. The karts spark to life 
with a low rumble, and the race begins.
After the short distance through the first turn, Stroker takes 
the lead. But he suddenly spins out in the third turn after picking 
up too much speed. Cowboy pulls up alongside in attempt to 
pass, but Stroker steers his kart to the inside, shortening his 
distance around the corner and allowing him to maintain the 
lead. Cowboy, content to follow and study the leader for the 
next two laps, remains patient. By the fourth lap, he has picked 
his spot.
Cowboy steers the kart to the outside of the track for the 
first corner in a switch back, pulling up alongside Stroker and 
showing his front wheels to the leader. The second corner in the 
switch back approaches. Cowboy steers to the inside, crosses 
behind Stroker, forces his way to the inside of the turn and he 
makes his pass.
Bullseye, previously content to watch the action unfolding 
ahead, makes quiet passes on Stroker and Cowboy in the final 
laps and takes the win.
The drivers revert to the gentlemen they once were as they 
pull themselves out of the karts and take off their helmets. 
Grinning, they enthusiastically share stories of their crafty pass 
or the collision with the wall.
The group from PACCAR Technological Center seems to 
agree with a philosophy held by Hong, even though they 
raced at a different track.
"I find in business today we can work from home, we can 
work individually — but we lack one element — to communicate 
person to person without hierarchical barriers/' Hong says.
"This is no different than what I call an old Japanese business 
school," he says. "We all come to the sauna and sit. Here we 
are. If we've got problems we can communicate."
Hong discussed the impact of a department gathering at 
SyKart Indoor Racing Center with one manager at Boeing. The 
manager told Hong that immediately after the event, co-workers 
started e-mailing each other at work, playfully taunting each 
other about lap times and race results. These kinds of activities 
make interaction easier between co-workers when problems 
arise, Hong says. When they already know each other, 
co-workers are more willing to work together, and they will not 
have to rely on supervisors to help them solve their problems.
Hong is building a conference room in the SyKart facility. 
The room will hold 50 to 70 people, have teleconferencing 
capabilities and be soundproof to keep out the rumble of 
passing go-karts.
SyKart Indoor Racing Center uses Belgium-made JB karts. 
Sitting just above the ground, the short karts are quick turners, 
an important feature for racing on an indoor course about 10 
feet wide.
White numbers on red number plates distinguish the otherwise 
identical vehicles. These karts, specifically made for indoor use, 
must be built tougher than outdoor karts since they must withstand 
frequent collisions with walls. Ramm said JB karts carry a price 
tag of about $5,000.
Powered by 5.5 horsepower Honda engines, the karts 
reach speeds up to 30 mph, depending on the size and skill of 
the driver. Seat belts were fitted on the karts by the manufacturer 
as an added safety measure. The karts undergo frequent 
maintenance to keep them in racing condition. Ramm says 
common repairs include replacing tie rods, front-end alignments 
and changing wheels and tires.
Even on the dark, wet, windy Northwest days, real racing 
action can be found inside the protected walls of a few western 
Washington warehouses. The excitement of head-to- head go- 
kart racing attracts people of all ages. A business executive on 
lunch break can do battle with a sixth grader putting off social 
studies homework. The sound of squealing tires on concrete 
and the rumble of lawn mower motors may never seem the 
same again.
■■
Droves of amateur racers negotiate the track at SyKart Indoor Racing Center in Tukwila 
on a Friday night. The track’s tricky corners are constantly clogged with tangled go-karts.
For a person on Electronic 
Home Detention, just being 
at home is part of the punish­
ment. Nathalie Oravetz 
breaks through the invisible 
bars of silent surveillance.
*Som is a fictional name. The person’s real name has 
been changed in order to protect his reputation on cam­
pus and in the community.
He leaves his house at the same time 
every day. He never stops for groceries. 
He never stops to visit friends. He never 
engages in the sports he enjoys, instead 
he watches them on television. He 
arrives home at the some time every 
night.
Sam* knows if he does any of these 
things differentiy, it could mean spend­
ing the next three months in jail.
He is already an inmate in his own 
home. Sam is on Electronic Home 
Detention. EHD offers people convicted 
of non-violent crimes an alternative to 
serving straight jail time. EHD allows 
Sam and approximately 25 people in 
Whatcom County to remain with their 
families while serving time and paying 
restitution for their crimes.
Sergeant Pete Klein, program man­
ager for Whatcom County's 
Aiternatives Corrections Center, says 
the EHD program has a high success 
rate. EHD became an option for people 
facing jail time in 1989.
Klein manages to keephis office tidy 
despite the constant addition of file 
folders and Post-its on his desk. His bul­
letin board displays letters from people 
who completed EHD, letters from 
employers of people on EHD and par­
ents who believe the program influ­
enced their children positively.
Klein tips back in his chair and folds 
his hands behind his neck. He recalls a 
story of an employer calling to ask if his 
employee could stay on EHD.
Klein remembers being confused 
and laughs as he explains that the 
employee went from being a mediocre 
worker on the verge of being fired to 
someone the employer wanted to put 
in a supervisory position.
Kiein's brows merge as his eyes nar­
row thoughtfully.
"There are tons of benefits to these 
alternatives. Anybody can do jail time," 
Kiein expiains, adding that when in jail, 
all one has to do is wait out the time 
until they can go back to exactly what 
they were doing before being incarcer­
ated. Kiein says he beiieves alternatives 
to jail allow people to make different 
choices about the direction of their life.
Part of the allure of EHD to law 
enforcement officials is its adaptability 
and simplicity. The mechanics of EHD 
require little more than a clean phone 
line and wearing a tracking device.
The words sound simple but the 
weight of wearing a tracking device is a 
reincarnation of the proverbial ball and 
chain.
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Sam, 25, wakes up every morning 
with the tracking device strapped to 
his left ankle. As he goes about his day, 
he says he is always aware of it. He 
describes it as like a |ittle garage-door 
opener with a rubbelwrap. Unless he's 
at work, he is restrictej^om going any­
where outside of tfe IBo-foot perime­
ters set up by the monitoring system.
"It feels like a watch on your ankle, 
a big ol' watch," Sam says as his blue 
eyes glance down his denim-clad leg 
to the device. The device will not be 
removed until his sentence is up. If he 
did anything to tamper with it, the 
police would instantly be aware of it. It 
joins him even in the shower. The 
device is water resistant but if he want­
ed to take a bath, he would need to 
leave his left leg out of the tub.
Two basketballs sit inches from his 
feet. He reaches over, picks one up, 
begins spinning it, and describes his first 
thoughts in the morning.
"I think about when is this going to be , ^ ^ 
over? Here we go again, just another day." t
Just another day for Sam is not 
what most people would call ordinary.
Anyone looking for him can find him ' ^ 
with complete certainty in one of two 
places — at home or at work.
A candidate for EHD must either be 
a student or employed. Other qualifi­
cations for the program include being 
convicted of a non-violent crime, sign­
ing a consent-to-search form and not 
revoking it while on the program and 
having an approved, stable residences
Once a judge deems the EHD 
option appropriate, the Alternative!
Corrections Center team reviews the 
application to determine approval for 
the program.
Sam had to find a job knowing he 
would be on EHD. An employer would 
have to agree to the program's terms 
and have him work a set schedule.
"People didn't want to deai with the 
inflexibility and with me being a con­
victed felon," Sam says, his sentence 
trailing off as he looks at the empty 
aquarium in the corner of his room. His 
friends just bought him a turtie for his 
birthday. The turtle waits in the kitchen 
for its home to be made. The turtle is also 
waiting for a name. After some contem­
plation, Sam names his turtle Dizzy after 
the jazz musician Dizzy Gillespie.
Brown curls peek out from under Sam's 
navy blue baseball cap. A goatee frames 
his lips as they form a smile. He says his boss 
gave him a break because of the way he 
presented himself during his personal interview.
She was willing to look at what other potential 
employers overlooked.
"My boss realized I'd be competent. She knew 
I'd realized what I'd done and how wrong it was,"
Sam says quietly.
Sam was convicted of first-degree theft. Klein 
explains first-degree theft as wrongfully attaining property ; 
worth more than $1,500, except when a firearm is involved
Sam's lawyer told him the maximum possible sentence*;he 7F^
could get was 90 days in jail. His lawyer suggested he consldef^<
tiing before going to court. Part of the settlementlnclydeck*"v^^
V'
Photo by Erin Fredrichs.
serving 90 days on home detention. 
Looking back now, Sam reaiizes he shouid 
have spent more time on his decision as 
the judge might not have given him the 
maximum sentence.
"My lawyer wasn't very helpful. 
Personally, I thought it was an excessive 
sentence for the crime I committed. But, it 
was a compromise I was extremely willing 
to make at that time," Sam says regretfully.
Sleeping in his own bed and being 
able to interact with people were two rea­
sons Sam applied for the EHD program.
"I didn't want to sleep in jail because 
jail sucks. It's a terrible, terrible place," 
Sam says, his eyes looking up toward the 
Bob Marley poster tacked on his wall.
Until he completes his sentence, 
sleeping in his own bed is one of very few 
pleasures in his life.
"They want you to know you're in jail, 
which is understandable," Sam says 
explaining why he can't run any personal 
errands like going to the grocery store or 
renting movies. Sam says he can call and 
ask for permission to deviate from his ordi­
nary schedule. He calls on Fridays after he 
gets his paycheck to ask if he can stop on
Sam admits it is tempting to stop at the 
store sometimes.
"When you're driving home with no 
food in the cupboard, you're tempted to 
stop but then you're like, well, I don't want 
to risk it just because you were hungry at 
that moment," he says.
The only time Sam does not have to 
call ahead for permission to leave his 
house is in case of an emergency. Under 
dire circumstances, he could go to the 
hospital and report to the Corrections 
Center with verifiable proof of his where­
abouts when able to call.
"They know exactly what time I leave, 
they know exactly when I come home," 
Sam says. At the beginning of his sen­
tence he was shown a spreadsheet indi­
cating his times of departure and arrival 
at home. The report showed he had 
unauthorized departures in the morning. 
He was leaving at 5:28. Now, he waits two 
more minutes before leaving.
He works on Meridian Street and says 
sometimes when traffic is bad he gets a lit­
tle stressed about getting home on time. 
He says he would call them immediately if 
he was late coming home.
“they know exactly what time I leave, they 
know exactly when I come home”
the way home to cash it.
He spends a good portion of his earn­
ings at the Alternatives Corrections 
Center. It costs $84 a week to be hooked 
up on EHD and another $ 10 for each urine 
analysis. Sam, and everyone else on EHD, 
must comply with weekly urine analysis 
testing in addition to random sampling.
"The fact that you have to go pee for 
them every week is a dehumanizing thing 
to go through. They don't stay in there 
and watch you pee in real jail," Sam says.
. Although it is frustrating not to be able 
to run his own errands, Sam's roommate 
helps him out by buying groceries for both 
of them. Sam thinks hard about grocery 
lists, since he can't just go to the store to 
pick up whatever he needs.
Klein says they acknowledge traffic 
congestion and inclement weather. Klein 
knows that if he has a hard time getting to 
work due to snow, then other people will 
have similar circumstances.
Not being able to go beyond 100 feet 
of his bedroom leaves Sam plenty of time 
to pass at home. He spends most of his 
time reading, working out, watching tele­
vision, and listening to music. A bar-bell 
rests in front of his bed, a stack of books is 
piled on the corner of his desk and numer­
ous Phish, Beastie Boys, jazz and various 
other CDs litter his room as evidence of 
these activities.
A person can only do so much lifting 
weights and reading.
"I do a lot of music listening, you get cabin
.023
fever pretty bad!" He says emphatically.
Although he misses visiting friends, playing basketball and jogging, 
one of the toughest things about being on EHD for Sam is not telling 
his parents.
"My parents are unbeknownst. That's been the hardest thing, not 
letting them know what situation I'm in. That isn't because of the 
police, it's my choice. I thought it would be an extreme strain on the 
relationship," Sam says sadly. The basketball rolls out of his reach. He 
bends down to scoop up the blue Seahawks football resting next to 
his bed.
He says his friends hove been really supportive but he misses interacting 
with them.
"I think peopie feei sorry for me. I hear a iot of 'it's not too long'." A slow 
smile forms above his goatee as he adds, "uniess you're on it, you don't reaiiy 
understand."
His eyes dart around the room — the room which serves as a sub­
stitute prison celi. An eiectronic monitoring unit rests next to the head 
of his bed. The unit has three iights resembling a sideways traffic iight. 
The red light indicates an incoming caii. The yeilow light 
shows that he's home. The green iight just indicates the l||S 
unit is on. Sam has to keep his phone iine ciear of cali- 
waiting, voice-maii and other simiiar features. A computer 
randomiy dials the numbers of people on EHD.
When his machine is contacted, the red iight comes on which 
checks to make sure the yeiiow iight is on.
If the computer randomly selects him and tries to caii to verify that 
he is home, the line can not be busy for more than five minutes, if it 
was, it wouid be considered a violation of the program's terms. If the 
system can't get through, police officers might be caiied out to his
house. Any such violation could land him in jaii. H
Narrowing down what he misses the most is difficuit. He || 
twiris the footbali in his paims as he contemplates. |||
"Just the concept of freedom ... I guess. That's what I ||| 
miss the most, the concept of freedom," he says as ||| 
he exhaies siowiy. |H
"When it's over I'm definitely going to enjoy the iittie 
things more, iike being abie to shoot hoops if you feei like it, 
stopping at the store and picking up a bag of popcorn if 
you feei iike it, being able to stop by and surprise a friend if 
you feel like it. It's a punishment, there's no doubt about 
that," Sam adds as he is suddenly interrupted by the shout 
of a roommate.
"Your turtle is going to run away from you!" his 
roommate teases.
Sam smiles and shakes his head.
"Hopefully not 100 feet!" Laughter echoes from the hall. I 
Sam knows a sense of humor and patience are what M
Just the concept of freedom.. t guess. 
Thet’s what t mfss the most”
will get him through the rest of his sentence.
He stands up, wipes his palms on the front of his jeans 
and leaves to go find his turtle.
"I want to find out what kind of music he likes."
Sei^eant^Pet^2^rw|ela^s in his office before beginning another day of law enforcement. Photos by Chris Fuller.
a thin nyloii rope Into a sheer 
;^anite cliff face 1 ,CX)D feet above the 
JgfOund, Peggy Drlnkwater's life 
0perKis on four thumbnaihsized f- 
&eces of metal wedged Into a 2-Inch 
Sack, securing the rope to the rock, 
|§he Is more than 2,000 feet below the 
jiymmlt and.t'i getting dark and 
fefKty, ' M
^ixhausted^she ossembles the 
^ ^ friable sfngle-bed-sized canvas
^hdt she will be sleeping on with 
lier partner as they live In a vertical||
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climbing, bfg-wall climbers spend sev­
eral days sleeping%^ hammocics or 
portable ledges on the cliff face as 
they work their way to the summit.
Clifi^rs haul food, water and $u 
plies CIS they ascend the rock, A 
leqer# trip found the 5-foot 110- 
Und climber hauling gear and sup- 
that amounted to more than 150
On the second day of this' ..
somite climb, Dflnkwoter and her ' 






”j really thought I was going to die 
.. J expected my kidneys to fail and^ 
we were c|soriented^ we kept'' 
halting,'*^prltkwc^er says recalling the 
Iridr^t her eyesivlde, og^nveying the 
<^sp&ticti she felt
remermbered a story my Mom 
^dme about a father and son who 
.'branded,Iri o cave and they
^ ................................... .......................................................................
^ li ^ dra®th^pwn urine to survive, sp
triedK her face cringes at the 
^ fh5|ght, it%d$ dlsgu$tthgJ^lhrewOtit ,
^ the ^p an Av^tually threw up, but I
M ' f ^ think It helped
(« At 800 feel, At 8CK) feet the cllrTt)ers decide to
.'V. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . S..
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retfeat: Ihdy carry their equipment 
, part-way cloven frie climb, drop their : V<f
pedrM a guljy'^d stumble Into base m 
campl^'After rehydrating and resting 
for twp^daysr|he ctirhbers retries their 
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As the evening takes over the 
Yosemite Valley, a few lights appear on 
the El Capitan rock face like the first stars 
opening a winter evening sky. The lights 
are climbers' headlamps.
El Capitan rises a dizzying 3,693 feet 
above the valley floor. It is beiieved to 
be the largest single block of exposed 
granite In the world. If five space needles 
were stacked upon one another, the 
height would still not equal El Capitan.
The route up El Capitan requires four 
nights and five days for Drinkwater and 
her partner to complete.
Determined not to make the same 
mistake, the climbers haul enough water 
to have one gallon per day each.
"The focus is very intense. We were 
just trying to get up the rock/ Drinkwater 
says, recalling her thoughts on the first 
day. The climbers spend the first day 
hauling more than 180 pounds of gear 
with ropes ond pulleys. After securing 
their supplies, they rappel down the rock 
and spend their last night at the comp.
Junkies by many, BASE 
jumpers parachute off of 
high places such as bridges, 
skyscrapers and cliffs.
"Three out of the four para­
chutes opened, one person 
died," Drinkwater explains in a 
somber tone. The person who 
died was a 60-year-old veteran 
BASE jumper and stunt woman. She 
had borrowed equipment that she 
wasn't familiar with and didn't open 
her chute in time. "It was really sad 
and her husband videotaped the 
whole thing,"
More than 30 hours of climbing 
begin to take a toll on Drinkwater's 
body; her toes are numb.
"A bone in each foot was pushed 
out of place from standing on the 
aiders all day ... this caused a pinched 
nerve," she says.
Aiders are made of thin nylon, 
woven into five loops that run about 4 
feet long. The climbers stand in the 
loops as they put metal wedges into 
the cracks on the rock. They then 
attach the aider to the wedge and
1 really thought I was going to die.. I expected my 
kidneys to Ian, and we were disoriented.. we kept falling"
The climbers rise early. The valley 
awakens with them. The sun warms the 
cool granite they feel on their knees and 
fingertips as they climb all day.
Late in the afternoon, Drinkwater sets 
up the small, red canvas ledge that she 
and her partner will sleep on for the next 
three nights. The climbers remain tied to 
;; the rock with their harnesses throughout 
the night.
Drinkwater wakes to a view of vast 
meadows surrounded by massive granite 
towers. The sweet fragrance of bay 
leaves lingers in the open air.
Since 1983, Drinkwater's reassuring 
stuffed animal Snooky has accompanied 
her on all of her climbs. The dirty, black- 
and-white panda fits comfortably into 
her pack.
After a bagel and cream cheese 
breakfast, the portable ledge Is disas­
sembled, Drinkwater tucks Snooky gently 
into her pack, and begins climbing.
The second day requires several 
techniques called pendulums. This 
involves the climber swinging and run­
ning on the vertical rock face from one 
anchor, a piece of metal wedged In the 
rock, to another anchor using the rope.
It Is similar to playing on a rope swing 150 
stories above the ground.
"We were at 2,000 feet and the pen­
dulum was about 40 feet across. It was 
so fun," Drinkwater explains, smiling.
The excitement of the pendulums 
from the previous day quickly subsides 
when the climbers witness a tragedy.
The climbers see four BASE (Building 
;■ Antenno Span Earth) Jumpers protesting 
the ban on parachuting off rock towers 
In Yosemite. Considered adrenaline
stand on it. As this process is repeated, 
each piece of metal is higher than the 
previous piece, serving as a kind of 
ladder.
"When I got home, the chiroprac­
tor fixed my feet... pushed the bones 
back into place," Drinkwater says, 
casually describing the remedy.
The next day, the climbers knew 
they were only hours from the summit.
Close to the top, Drinkwater 
stretches her arm so far above her 
head while reaching for a rock hold 
that she dislocates a rib. This injury is 
only a minor distraction, and she con­
tinues without complaint.
Covered in dirt, assorted scrapes 
and blisters, the climbers make the 
summit on the fourth day.
"At the top we almost got naked, 
we were so excited we danced and 
we had a food and water party," 
Drinkwater says.
Half-naked the climbers walk 
the painful remaining yards to the 
very top of the rock barefoot.
The hike down in the dark is 
more than eight miles, but the 
climbers are exhilarated.
"I can't wait to go 
back," Drinkwater says 
excitedly. She plans to 
vertical backpack in 
Yosemite in the early 
spring, and dreams 
about climbing big 
walls in Pakistan, 
which make the 
Yosemite cliffs look 
like foothills in 
Kansas.
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Communal living cultivates friendships and healing at Bellingham’s YWCA, 
Laura Query ventures upstairs where Teri Smith, director of transitional 
services, guides residents on their journeys. Photos by Erin Fredrichs.
n the path to self-sufficiency, 
women at Bellingham's YWCA 
find a supportive hand in director of transi­
tional services, Teri Smith. Her silvery, dark- 
brown hair is cut short in a bob and tucked 
neatly behind her ears. She wears a casual 
fleece jacket, which reflects the subdued 
confidence of this forty-something woman.
Walking swiffly through the large, high- 
ceilinged rooms with elegant staircases, Smith 
explains the goals of the YWCA, which 
opened in 1914. The company offers job 
training and educational classes for women 
residing in the building.
When asked about the low-income 
women the YWCA houses her royal blue 
eyes open wide as she recalls some of the 
first functions, such as dances, she atfended 
at the Bellingham YWCA. After numerous 
functions Smith was surprised to realize 36 
women lived upstairs.
She explains the programs at the YWCA 
are intended to help these women get 
back on their feet and gain a sense of 
community.
'They like the camaraderie. Part of 
the feeling in this building is that they 
have each other. Their best gift, 
really, is each other," Smith 
says.
.k::::. Smith takes more than 




after a day at work. The women at the 
YWCA have made a lifelong impact on her 
perception of the world.
"Their stories really live with me," Smith 
says emphatically. "I have just met the most 
amazing women. They are courageous, and 
by courageous I mean these women perse­
vere and sometimes without any hope of 
prevailing.
"(Working here has changed) how I talk to 
my children about people they see on the 
street, for example on Railroad Avenue right 
here in Bellingham," Smith says, adding that 
her boys are 7 and 12 years old.
Residents such as Janice Beck have 
altered Smith's view of humanity.
Beck came to the YWCA last August after 
her bi-polar condition — a mental illness char­
acterized by extreme mood swings — forced 
her to leave her home.
She volunteers to answer the phone and 
do errands during the week. Her tall frame 
reaches almost 6-foot, but is muted by her soft- 
spoken words. Her grayish-blond, hair barely 
pokes at her broad shoulders. The pain of a 
troubled life shows on her slightly wrinkled face.
"I came here because I had been hospi­
talized, and I was evicted 'cause no one knew 
where I was while I was hospitalized and my 
bills weren't paid," Beck says.
'"I just can't describe the feeling. You have 
a roof over your head and you can afford it. It's 
wonderful. While being in the hospital I had lost 
my confidence, coming here I have sort of 
regained it," Beck says with a grin. "The
women themselves, we
support each other. I mean we have prob­
lems, but when you get so many people 
together there are going to be problems. We 
are happy if one of us accomplishes some­
thing and are sad if one of us struggles."
Smith says she discourages the women 
from dwelling on past struggles. She says the 
most important time in their lives is right now.
"We have a lot of people who come here 
with a lot of regrets about their life. I like to tell 
the story of a woman who was driving into the 
Bakerview Nursery to buy a tree to put in her 
backyard. On her way in she saw on the big 
advertising board in iarge block letters the 
message 'The best time to plant a tree was 20 
years-ago' and she thought 'Oh man!' and 
she felt a little tinge of resentment. So she buys 
her tree and goes back out into the parking 
lot, and on the back of the sign it says 'And the 
next best time is now.'"
Smith believes that regardless of the situa­
tion, the right attitude can work wonders.
Beck has a similar view.
For her, being forced to leave work was a 
devastating blow financially and emotionally.
"Work was so important to me, then all of a 
sudden it was pulled out from under me and I 
lost my identity," she shares and then quickly 
adds, "I'm not saying that was the right way to 
be or a healthy way to be, but that's how I 
was.
"Well, it's like you get so upset, you get 
sooooo upset that this is the way its going to be 
forever and then you just have to stop, look, 
and laugh at yourself," Beck says as she slowly 
rises from her old padded chair behind the desk.
□irectDr of Transitional Services Terr Smith examines an outfit hanging in the 
boutique at the YWCA. The boutique is full of clothes and accessories available 
for the women at the YWCA.
Resident Janice Beck volunteers to answer 
phones and run errands at the YWCA.
• ••Charmander, Squirtle, Bulbasaur, Pinsir 
As kids across the country struggle to 
“catch them all,” Jen Webber struggles to 
make sense of America’s latest super-fad
Pok6mon.
Photos by Erin Fredrichs.
Generation Xers remember the Garbage Pail Kid craze, 
charm necklaces. Star Wars collectibles and the 
Strawberry Shortcake dolls that were the topics of every 
conversation during childhood.
Later on came the compulsive hunt for the bright- 
colored stuffed animals — Beanie Babies. The obsession 
not only caught on with kids, but hit the adult market just 
as hard.
While some diehards still pride themselves on their 
Barbie, comic-book or baseball-card collections, a new 
wave of collectors have arrived, who together have 
created a sub-culture of their own — Pokemon.
The sci-fi video game, first introduced in Japan in 
1996, has evolved into a worldwide phenomenon. The 
inventor of the game, Satoshi Taijari, 30, turned his child­
hood fascination of catching bugs and then watching 
them fight into more than $6 billion in sales worldwide. 
Nintendo has released three video games that are dis­
tinguished by their red, blue and yellow cartridges. If 
that wasn't enough ... the video game evolved into a 
top-rated cartoon series and trading cards.
The Pokeboom hit hard with kids all over. Youngsters 
wake up to the 7 a.m. cartoon, dress themselves in 
Pokemon paraphernalia and head to school where the 
game is prohibited, but talk of it runs rampant.
Kids furiously trade these cards just as fast as they 
collect them. While 151 of these pocket monsters exist, 
Nintendo is oontinually creating new characters, adding 
to the craze. Kids pay from $3.25 for an American starter 
pack to $5.25 for a Japanese pack.
To understand the Pokemon tidal wave that has 
crashed so abruptly into today's pop culture, it's nec­
essary to go inside the minds of the people who know 
it best.
Thanks to her kids, Diane Bergquist, a 36-year- 
old homemaker from Bellingham, has been 
swept up by the Pokemon whirlwind.
This December Bergquist was named "America's Ultimate 
PokeMom" by Nintendo after winning a nationwide contest.
The Bergquist family's interest in Pokemon was sparked three 
years ago when her 9-year-old son Brian received a Pokemon 
toy from a Japanese friend.
Dressed in warm-up pants and an "I Love New York" T-shirt, 
Bergquist looks like any other mom. As she scurries around in her 
socks, a Japanese custom she practices in her home, Bergquist 
finds what she is looking for — a small photo album that will help 
her tell her exciting story.
Chosen from more than 16,000 applicants, Bergquist com­
peted in an online challenge of Pokemon knowledge and ded­
ication. The first step on her quest to the title and crown was to 
answer five Pokemon trivia questions.
"The questions were really hard, but Brian and I figured them 
out," she says.
A lottery then picked 10 semi-finalists to write a short essay. 
The rest is history.
In the corner of Bergquist's modest home, her Christmas tree 
still stands.
"I've been too busy to take it down," she says. "Busy" is quite 
an understatement for this mom. Since achieving her Poketitle, 
the PokeMom has flown coast to coast to tell her fairytale story.
The life-changing call from Nintendo came December 13.
"I couldn't believe it," she says. "I didn't think real people 
won contests like that. All we could do was scream."
Bergquist's husband, Eric, and their two children were all 
home when Nintendo told her she had won. Bergquist's daugh­
ter Brittany, 5, remembers the day. The dramatic youngster hops 
around the kitchen screaming with excitement as she tries to 
imitate what she did that day.
The family's first taste of fame came when a limousine 
escorted them down to the Nintendo headquarters in 
Redmond, Wash. Along with a life-size, yellow Pikachu Pokemon 
character, the Bergquists were greeted by a large group of 
Nintendo staff who presented the PokeMom with a beauty- 
queen sash that read "America's Ultimate PokeMom."
After Bergquist was crowned at Nintendo's headquarters, the family headed 
east to the Big Apple — New York City. The prize for the contest included the trip 
and a $1,000 shopping spree at the monstrous toy store, F.A.O. Schwartz. After giv­
ing $100 of the prize to charity, the Bergquists let their children have the rest. Brittany 
spent much of her $450 on Barbies while Brian spent the majority of his share on 
more Pokemon things. While her children were let loose in the toy store, the 
PokeMom was treated to a full-day spa treatment.
The fun didn't stop there. The Bergquists also visited the set of "Today."
"We were outside from the crack of dawn," she says as she points at her album. 
"Look, there is nobody here. We were there at 5:45 in the morning."
Making it home just in time for the holidays, Bergquist and Brian headed off 
again to Los Angeles to appear on the "Donnie and Marie Show," leaving the rest 
of the clan at home.
"Donnie was my heart throb as a kid," she recalls, giddy as if it were yesterday. 
"I was even in his fan club. Look what it took me to finally meet him."
The smile of a proud mom graces Bergquist's face as she recalls some of the 
precious moments she shared with her son on the trip.
"A few times he would just hug me and say 'thanks mom,"' she says. "It was 
good for us to spend time together. You can choose to be part of your children's 
life, and I did."
These moments make Bergquist feel she is worthy of her title.
"We want to be the heroes of our children," she says. "If I'm involved with my 
children, I know that I am being a good parent."
Bergquist sees the change Pokemon has made in her son since he started play­
ing and collecting.
"I saw a lot from an education standpoint. Brian was forced to go to the dic­
tionary to understand the card's vocabulary," she says. "It has also helped him with 
math and statistics."
When Pokemon cards are played against each other in the game, the kids 
have to add and subtract how much damage in points they do to the other 
Pokemon, she explains.
Bergquist was also surprised to find out that her shy son was spending his school 
recesses writing a chapter story about Pokemon.
"Brian never used to like to write," she says.
This top mom says her kids' passion does not come before important things like 
homework and Bible studies.
"It's not a way of life," she says. "It's a hobby."
As a reward for finishing their homework and Bible stud­
ies, Bergquist takes her kids to Toys 'R' Us, which for three 
afternoons per week is transformed into a Pokemon 
mecca.
Upon entering through the automatic doors, the hum of 
small voices is heard in the distance. The bright fluorescent 
lights and smell of new plastic are almost overwhelming.
Huddled around three long tables, kids are submerged 
in Pokemon competition for an hour-and-a-half. Around the 
group, the moms set up camp, some cheer their kids on, 
some just catch up on the latest gossip with others. Every so 
often they may even indulge themselves in the game.
As Brian begins to set up his bright Pokemon board, the 
PokeMom scouts the group for competition. Hunter, 7, a 
freckle-faced red-head with large glasses accepts the 
challenge.
As the boys set out their cards, Brian carefully places 
some small brown rocks to the side.
"These are damage counters," he explains. "Each 
Pokemon has attack powers that can do damage to 
another Pokemon."
A coin is flipped and the game is under way. Hunter 
plays his Snorlax; at 1,014 pounds, this is the heaviest of all 
Pokemon, whose power is a sleep spell. The game is over 
when all of Brian's Pokemon are knocked out.
"It's a game of both skill and luck," Hunter says.
For this match Hunter is victorious. Bergquist is on the prowl 
for her son's next competitor before he even gathers his cards 
together. This will continue for the rest of the afternoon.
To an outsider the game is all too confusing. As rambunc­
tious kids buzz around the toy store, names like Dragonite, 
Nidoran, Lickitung and Exeggutor are tossed about.
In the middle of all of the chaos stands a tall, curly-haired 
man. He is different from other Toys 'R' Us employees. Four-and- 
a-half hours each week Jacob Beckelhymer, 19, known as the 
gym leader, plays and talks Pokemon with the kids.
The gym leader, he says, manages the crowd.
Jacob Beckelhymer calls himself a gym leader as he manages the 35G Pokelea at Toys Us
"It can get pretty crazy around here. We have 350 kids enrolled in Pokeleague," he says as 
he opens a binder, full of names and identification numbers given to kids when they register.
From the look of things, it's obvious Beckelhymer is there for more than just crowd control. 
When he is not stamping o Pokeleague cord, he answers questions about Pokemon. When he 
is not sharing his knowledge, he works his way down the long list of kids who have chaiienged 
him to play.
The nation-wide Pokeleague is an organized way for kids to play against each other, 
Beckelhymer explains. They can earn badges for competing to show off their Pokeskills.
"It's kinda embarrassing to be as old as I am and know so much about Pokemon," he says. 
"It lets me do something else besides the usual stuff though."
The PokeMom has nothing but praise for the kid-friendly guy.
"He's incredible with chiidren."
The Pokemon language is spoken so fluently by those who play it that explaining it to 
novices is extremely difficult.
Beckelhymer refers to the game as a "really advanced game of war."
The language comes easy for 11 -year-old Grant Snyder, almost too easy.
Grant has been collecting and playing Pokemon for three years. He recently sold his
Patti Rodgers, a second grade teacher at 
Parkview Elementary School, thinks the cards should 
be kept at home.
"They get in the way of their schoolwork. I would 
have kids trying to trade cards while they were sup­
posed to be taking a spelling test," she says. "I think 
that they are a great way for kids to socialize, but I 
also think that there is a time and place for them. I 
used to have a classroom rule of no Pokemon cards, 
now we have a school-wide rule, which helps."
Gavin Snyder, 8, agrees that playing Pokemon at 
school can cause trouble. He tells of kids stealing 
cards, trading them in class and the worst of them 
all, the sin of all sins — forgery.
"Jamie thinks he has a holographic Pikachu, but 
he doesn't," he says angrily of his classmate. "He just 
put sprinkles on it."
"This is Raichu. He evolves from Pikachu, he has 90 hit points, he’s 
electric, he’s a fossil card, he’s non-holographic and his move is 
gigashock which does 30 damage to the Pokemon he is fighting.”
collection for $150 to a local card shop. The excitement of the game is still evident in his voice. 
Pausing long enough to breathe. Grant gives his best shot at explaining what, at this point, seems 
unexplainable.
"This is Raichu," he says as he points to a card with a long-tailed, brown creature on it. The 
confusion begins — "He evolves from Pikachu, he has 90 hit points, he's electric, he's a fossil card, 
he's non-holographic and his move is gigashock which does 30 damage to the Pokemon he is 
fighting."
As Grant tries to explain it again, his mom Kimberly McDaniel sits down, amused.
"I don't get it either," she says. "It's social script for them though. It's useful for them to know. 
They would be out of it with their peers if you sheltered them from it."
Pokemon doesn't get the same warm reception in the schoois as it does in the McDaniel- 
Snyder househoid.
Whether it's playing or coliecting these cards, the 
mystery of Pokemon can oniy be uncovered if one 
takes the time to learn all 151 characters and their 
numerous powers. For now, Pokemon will continue to 
rule the kid world. Kids will continue to watch the car­
toon, wear the clothes, play the game and search for 
the missing card to their coilection. They wiil continue 
— untii something better and more outrageous 
comes along to collect.

